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the bed was high, and touched with her warm
fingers the dead hand. It was not only cold
like iron but hard like iron. Where was Mrs.
Monnasett now? With God? Asking God ques-
tions? Telling Him, perhaps, things that He did
not know. But, above all, had she the little gold
box with her? Judith did not intend to steal it,
only to see whether they would bury it with her.

She looked about the dim dark room, sniffing
the faint decaying odour like a little dog* The
heavy curtains at the windows fluttered, the blue
pagodas on the wall seemed to run a race, the fire
crackled and sputtered, mice would be behind
the wainscot, but none of these disturbed Mrs.
Monnasett, who lay there, growing surely with
every moment more yellow, and the mole black
upon her cheek, smiling her secret smile because
of the things she knew that others didn't. But
had she the little gold box with her? Had she?
Had she? Judith must know.

She stood at her tallest, leaned over and, with
a shiver of excitement at her daring, felt with her
hand, under the clothes, in the hollow of Mrs,
Monnasett's breasts.

She had scarcely touched that chill flesh when
there was a voice at the doorway, a voice of horror
and disgust

She nearly lost her balance and, half tumbling,
started away from the bed to see Mrs, Merries,
holding high a lighted candle, in the doorway. The
child assumed at once the attitude that she always
had when she was set for trouble* She flung her
head back, held her hands behind her and waked,